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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE Editor begs leave to af 
fure the Public, that the fol- 
lowing Poems are unqueftionable 
Originals; the greater part of them 
having been immediately tranfcribed 


from Chatterton’s own Manuicript. 


As the Charafer of their Author 
is now generally underftood, it is 
thought unneceflary to make any 
apology for /is fentiments, or to fay 


any thing of the compofition. | 
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MARCH 6TH, 1768, 


DEAR FRIEND, 
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] wave received both your favours—The 


Mute alone mutt tell my joy. 


O’ERWHELM’D with pleafure at the joyful news, 
I ftrung the chorded fhell, and woke the Mufe. 
Begin, O Servant of the Sacred Nine! 
And echo joy through ev’ry nervous line: 
Bring down th’ etherial Choir to aid the Song ; 
Let boundlefs raptures fmoothly glide alone. 
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d My Baker’s weil!—Oh words of fweet delight! 
Now! now! my Mie, foar up th? Olympic height. 
| What wond’rous numbers can the Goddefs find, 
f To paint th’ extatic raptures of my mind ? 

; Lieave it.to'a Goddefs moré,divine, © ) 


The beauteous H—l—d fhall employ my line, 
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BEAUTEOUS, MISS. H--I-——~D, 


RK AR diftant from Brittannia’s lofty Ifle, © 
What fhall I find to make the Genius fimile ? 
The bubbling fountains lofe the power to pleafe, 
The rocky cataraéts, the thady trees, 
The juicy fruitage of enchanting hue, 
Whofe lufcious virtues England never knew : 
The variegated Daughters of the Land, 
Whofe numbers Flora ftrows with bounteous hand; 
The verdant vefture of the {miling fields, 
All the rich pleafures Nature’s ftore-houfe yields, 
Have all their powers to wake the chorded firing : 
But ftill they’re fubjeéts that the Mufe can fing. 
H—I—d more beauteous than the God of Day, 
Fler name can quicken and awake the Lay ; 
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Pe DE, 


Roufe the foft Mufe, from indolence and eafe; 
To live, to love, and roufe her powers to pleafe. 

f In vain would Phoebus, did not H—I—d rife : 

i "Tis her bright eyes chat gilds the Eaftern fkies ; 
F ’ *[is fhe alone deprives us of the light 5 ; 

And when’ the flumbers, then indect? "tis hight.” 
To ‘tell the fep’ rate beauties of her face 

Would ftretch Eternity’ s remotett fpace, 

And want a more than man, to pen the line ; | 3 
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MISS H——-L——-D. 1768. 


Aupsr the wild and dreary dells, 
The diftant echo-giving bells, | 
‘The bending mountains head; 
‘Whilf Ev’ning, moving thro’ the iky, 
Over the object and the eye, 
Her pitchy robes doth fpread. 


There gently moving thro’ the vale, 
Bending before the bluft’ring gale, 

Fell apparitions clide ; } 
Whilft roaring rivers echo round, 
The drear reverberating found 


Runs thro’ the mountain fide : 


B3 | Then 
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Then fteal I foftly to the grove, 
And finging of the Nymph I love, 
Sigh out my fad complaint; 
To paint the tortures of my mind, 
Where can the Mufes numbers find? 


Ak! numbers, are too faint ! 


Ah! H—l-—d, Emprefs of my heart, 
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When will thy breait admit the dart, ~ 
And own a mutual flame? 
When, wand’ring in the myrtle groves, 


Shall mutual pleafures’ eal our loves a 
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Pleafures without a.nameé? 
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Thou greateft beauty of the fex, 
When will the. little God perplex 

The manfions of thy breaft? 
When wilt thou own a flame as pure, 
As that feraphic fouls endure, 


And make thy Baker bleft? 


O! hafte 
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O! hafte to give my paffion eafe, 
And bid the perturbation ceafe, 
That harrows up my foul! 
The joy fuch happinefs to find, 
“Would make the funétions of my mind 


In peace and love to roll. iTYAHD” 
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TUNCHANTING is the mighty power of Love; 
L ife ftript of amorous joys would irkfome prove; 
; Ev’n Heaven’spreat Thund’rer wore th’eafy chain, 

And over all the world, Love keeps his reign ; 

N o human heart can bear the piercing blade, 

Or I than others, am more tender made, 


R ight thro’ my heart a burning arrow drove, 
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H oyland’s bright eyes, were made the bows of 
Love. | 

Oh! torture, inexpreffibly fevere ! 

You are the pleafing Author of my care; 

| a L ook down, fair Angel, on a Swain diftreft, 

A gracious {mile from you would make me bleft, | 

N othing but that bleft favour ftills my grief, 

Death, that denied, will quickly give relief, | 
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ACROSTIC QN MISS. 1768. 


GERAPHIC Virgins of the tuneful Choir, i\ 
A fit me to prepare the founding lyre ! | 

Like her I fing, foft, fenfible, and fair, 

L et the fmooth numbers warble in the air; 
Ye Prudes, Coquets, and all the mifled throng, 
Can Beauty, Virtue, Senfe, demand the Song 5 
Look then on Clarke, and fee them all unite ; 
A beauteous pattern, to the always-right. 

Reft here, my Mule, not foar above thy fphere, 
Kings might pay adoration to the fair, 


Enchanting, full of joy, peerlefs in face and air. 
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MISS H—L—_p, y76g 


my 


Onc CEr more the Mufet to Deautecii H--I--d fin gsi . 


Her grateful tribute of harth numbers brings | 


To H-l-d! Witeur re’s richeit, fweetelt ftore, : 


She boas an H--1-.d, and can make ne more. 


Nor all the beauties of the world’ 5 vatt round 


United, will as fweet a as her be found. 
Defcription fickens to rehearfe her praife, 
Fler worth alone vy ill deify my days, : 
Enchant; ing creature! Charms fo great as thine 
May all the beauties of the day outthine, 

Thy eyes to ev ry gazer fend a dart, 

Thy taking graces captivate.the heart, 


© for a Mute that fhall afcend the fies, 


And like the fubject of the Epode rife ; 
To 


See mL LP ©. Ge 7] + OR. © 


C 32>) 
To fing the fparkling eye, the portly grace, 
The thoufand beauties that adorn the face 
Of my feraphic Maid ; whofe beauteous charms 
Might court the world to rufh at once to arms. 
Whilft the fair Goddefs, native of the fkies, 
Shall fit above, and be the Victor’s prize. — 
O now, whil’ft yet I found the tuneful lyre, 
I feel the thrilling joy her hands infpire ; 
When the foft tender touch awakes my blood, 
And rolls my paffions with the purple flood. 
My pulfe beat high; my throbbing breaft’s on fire 
In fad variety of wild defire. 
O H--l--d! Heav’nly Goddefs! Angel, Saint, 
Words are too weak thy mighty worth to paint; , 
Thou beft, compleateft work that Nature made, 
Thou art my fubftance, and I am thy thade, 
Poficfs’d of thee, I joyfully would go 
Thro’ the loud tempeft, and the depth of woe. 
From thee alone my being I derive, 
One beauteous file from thee, makes all my hopes 


alive, 
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SINCE fhort the bufy {cene of life will prove, . - 
Let ‘us. my H—1!—d learn to live and love . be 
To love; «with paffions pure.as morning light, . 


Whofe faffron beams. unafullied by, the night 
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With rofy mantles do the, Heavens, flveak, 
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Faint imitators of my H—!—d’s cheek. 
The joys of Nature m her ruin’d {tate | 
Ffave hetle pleafure, tho’ the pains are great... 


Virtue and Lave, when facred bands unite, _. 


*Tis then that Nature leads to true delight, .. 


Oft as I wander thro’ the myrtle grove, baa 
| Bearing the beauteous burden of my. loye,. , | 
} A fecret terror, left I thould offend ei, 
j The charming Maid on whom my joys depend, 


Informs 
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C x3) 
Informs my foul, that virtuous minds alone 
Can give a pleaiure, to the vile unknown. 
But whea the body charming, ‘and the mind, 
To ev" ry \ Virtwous chriftian act inclin’d, 
“Meet in one perfon, Maid and Angel j joins 
Who mutt it be, but H—}—d the divine ? 
AWVhat worth intrinfic will that man poffeis, 
Whom the dear charmer condefcends to blefs 2 
Swift will the minutes roll, ‘the flying hours, 
And bieffings overtake the pair by fhowers. 
Fach moment will improve upon the pat, 
And every day be better than the laff. 
Love, tneans an‘ anadulterated flame, 
Tho’ tuft too oft ufurps the facred name; 
Such pafhion as in H—i—d’s breaft can move, 
"Tis that alone’ deferves the name of Loves 
Oh was my merit eteat enough to find 
A favour'd flation in my H—l—<d’s mind ; 
Then would my happinefs be quite compleat; 


And ail revolving joys as in a center mect. 
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TO 
: MISS H—L-=—D, 1768, | 
by 
| DELL me, God of foft detires, 


Little Cupid, wanton Boy, 
How thou kindleft up thy fireptey 
Giving pleafing pain and joy. 
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H—l—d’s beauty is thy bow, 
Striking glances are thy darts ; 
Making conquefts never flow, 


Ever gaining conquer’d hearts, 


Heaven is feated in her fmile, 
Juno’s in her portly air ; 
Not Britania’s fay’rite Ifle 


Can produce a Nymph fo fair, 
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fa a defart vai and drear, 4 
Where diforder f{prings around, | 
If the lovely Fair is there, 


oa 


*Tis a pleafure-giving ground. 
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Oh! my H—l—d! blett with thee, 
‘Td the raging florm defy, A A iia gees gle 


In thy fmiles, i live, am frees 
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WITH A PRESENT. 
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Acccrrr, fair Nymph, this token of my lov es 
Nor look difdainful on the proftrate Swain 5 7 
By ev’ry facred oath ; I'll conftant 1 prove, 


And a& as.worthy for to wear your chain. 
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Not with more conftant ardour fhall the fun 
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Chafe the faint thadows of the night away ; 
Nor fhall he on his courfe more conftant run, 


And cheer the univerfe with coming day, 


Than Tin pleafing chains of conqueft bound, 
Adore the charming Author of my fmart ;— 
For ever will I thy fweet charms refound, 


And paint the fair Poffeffor of my heart. 
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(Coun T all the flow’rs that deck the meadow’s 
fide, | 
When Flora flourifhes in new-born pride s | 
Count all the fparkling orbits inthe tky ; 
Count all the birds that thro’ the ether fly: 
Count all the foliage of the lofty trees, 
That fly before the bleak autumnal breeze ; 
Count all the dewy blades of verdant grafs ; 
Count all the drops of rain that foftly pafs 
Thro’ the blue ether ; or tempeftuous roar ; 
| Count all the fands upon’the breaking fhore ; 
Count all the minutes fince the world began, 
Count all the troubles of the life of nian." 9: 
Count all the torments of the d——=n’d in Hell; 
More are the beauteous charms that makes my 
ee Nymph excell. | 
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4 fos fing of Clarke my Mufe afpires, 
- Atheme by charms made quite divine ; 
“Ye tuneful Virgins found your lyres, 
Apollo aid the fecble line ; 3 
Tf Truth and Virtue, Wit, and Charms, | 
May for a fix’d attention call: 
The darts of Love and wounding arms ; 
The beauteous Clarke fhall hold o’er all. oe oC 
*Tis not the tincture of a fkin, 
The rofy lip, the charming eye. 
No ’tis a greater Power within, 
That bids the paffion never die 
Thefe Clarke poffefles, and much more, | 
All beauty in her glances fport, 
She is the Goddefs all adore, 
In Country: City, and at Court. 44g 
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REVEREND MR. CATCOTT, 


DECEMBER 16TH, 1769, 


Waar {trange infatuations rule. mankind! 
How narrow aré our profpetts, how confin’d ! ! 
With univerfal vanity poffett, | 
We fondly think our own ideas bett : 


_ Our tott’ring arguments are ever {trong 5 

_ We’re always felf-fufficient in the wrong: 
What philofophic Sage of pride auftere } 
Can lend conviction an attentive ear} | 4 


What pattern of humility and truth 


Can bear the jeering ridicule of youth? 
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What blufhing Author ever rank’d his Mufe 
With Fowler’s Poet-Laureat of the Stews? 
Dull Penny, nodding o’er his wooden lyre, 
Conceits the vapours of Geneva fire. 
All in the language of Apoftles cry, 
If Angels contradict me, Angels lie ? 
As all have intervals of eafe and pain, 
So all have intervals of being vain ; 
But fome of folly never fhift the fcene, 
Or let one lucid moment intervene ; 
Dull fingle acts of many-footed ‘Profe 
Their tragi-comedys of life compole ; 
Inceffant madding for a fyftem toy 
The greateft of Creations bleffings cloy ; 
Their fenfes dofing a continual dream, 
They hang enraptured o’er the hideous fcheme : 
So virgins tott’ring into ripe three fcore, 


Their greateft likenefs in baboons ' adore. 


When you advance new fyftems, firft unfold 


The various imperfections of the old; 


Prove 
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Prove Nature hitherto a gloomy night, 
- You the firft focus of primeval light. 
*Tis not enough you think your fyftem true, 
The bufy world wotlld have you prove it too: | 
“* Then, rifing on the ruins of the reft, 
Plainly demonftrate your ideas beft. 
Many are beft; one only can be right 


Tho’ all had infpiration to indite, 


Some this unwelcome truth perhaps would tell, 
Where Clogher ftumbled, Catcott fairly fell. 
Writers on Rolls of Science long renown’d 
In one fell page are tumbled to the ground. 

We fee their fyftems unconfuted full ; 
- But Catcott can confute them—if he will. 
Would you the honour of a Prieft miftruft 


An excommunication proves him juft, 5 


“Could Catcott from his. better fenfe be drawn. 
To bow the knee to Baal’s facred lawn ? 
A mitred Rafcal to his long-ear’d flocks 
Gives ill example, to his wh—s, the pox 
C3 | Yet 
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Yet we muft reverence facerdotal black, 
. And faddle‘all his faults on Nature’s back. 
But hold, there’s folid reafon td revere ; 
His Lordfhip has fix thoufand pounds a year ; 


Y In gaming folitude he fpends the nights, 


yey 


He fafts at Arthur’s and he prays at White’s ; 


Rolls o’er the pavement with his Swifs-tail’d fix, 
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At White’s the Athanafiam Creed for Tricks. 
Whil’f the poor Curate in his rufty gown 


Trudges unnotic’d thro’ the dirty, town. 
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If God made order, order never made 


at 


Thefe nice diftinctions in the preaching trade. 
‘he fervants of the Devil are rever’d, 

And Bithops pull the Fathers by the beard. 

Yet in thefe horrid forms Salvation lives, 

Thefe are Religions reprefentatives ; 

Yet to thefe idols muft we bow the knee— 

Excufe me, Broughton, when I bow to thee. 

But fure Religion can produce at leaft, 


One Minifter of God—one hone Prieft. 
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Search Nature o’er, procure me, if you can, 


The fancy’d character, an honeft Man 


———— 7 
= so | Lae Sec S 


‘sa 


~ 
Pes 


1 
| 
x 

4 


-(A man of fenfe, not honeft by conftraint 
For fools are canvafs, living but in paint) 
To Mammon; or to Superftition flaves, 

All orders of mankind are fools, or knaves: 
In the firft attribute by none furpaft, 


Taylor endeavours to obtain the laft. 


Imagination may be too confin’d ; 
Few fee too far; how many are half blind? 
How are your feeble arguments perplext 
To find out meaning in a fenfelefstext ? 
‘You rack each metaphor upon the wheel, 
And words can philofophic truths conceal. 
What Paracelfus humour’d as a jeft, 
You realize to prove your fyftem beft. 
Micht we not, Catcott, then infer from hence, 
Your zeal for Scripture hath devour’d your fenfe ? 
Apply the glafs of reafon to your fight, 
See Nature marfhal oozy atoms right. 
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Think for yourfelf, for all mankind are free; 


oy, 


We need not Infpiration ‘how to fee. 
If Scripture contradictory you find, 


Be Orthodox, and own your fenfes blind. 
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How blinded are their optics, who aver 


W hat Infpiration dictates cannot err. 
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Whence is this boafted Infpiration fent, 
Which makes. us utter truths, we never meant ¢ 
Which couches fyftems in a fingle word, 


At once deprav’d, abftrufe, fublime, abfurd. 
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What Mofes tells us might perhaps be true, 


As he was learn’d in all the Egyptians knew. 


But to affert that Infpiration’s giv’n, 
The Copy of Philofophy in Heav’n, 
Strikes at Religions root, and fairly fells 
The awful terrors of ten thoufand Hells. 
Attentive fearch the Scriptures and you'll find 
What vulgar errors are with truths combin’d. 


Your 
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Your tortur’d truths, which Mofes feerm’d to know, 
He could not unto Infpiration owe 5 ; 
For if from God one error you admit, 


How dubious is the reft of Holy Writ? 


What knotty difiicultys fancy folves? 
The Heav’ns irradiate, and the Earth revolves 5 
But here Imagination is allow’d 
To clear this voucher from its mantling cloud : 
From the fame word we different meanings quote, 


As David wears a many colour’d coat. 


Oo Infpiration, ever hid in night, 
Reflecting various each adjacent light ; 
If Motes caught thee in the parted flood ; 
If David found thee in a. fea of blood ; 
if Mahomet with flatighter drench’d thy foil, 
On loaded afles bearing off thy fpoil ; 
If thou haft favour’d Pagan, Turk, or Jew, 
Say had not Broughton Infpiration too? 
Such rank st Gandieles debafe his line, 


Lalmoft could have fworn he copied thine. 
Confute 
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Confute with candour, where you can confute, 


eafon and arrogance but poorly fuit. 


Yourfelf may fall before fome abler pen 
pen, 
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Tafallibility is not for men. 


1? 


With modetft difidence new {chemes indite, 


¢ not too'pofitive, tho’ in the right. 


What manof fenfe would value vulgar praife, 


Or rife on Penny’s profe, or duller lays? 
P) 5 


1? s vsicaial td oeeliicensel a's boc tlie ahh. 
Tho’ pointed fingers mark the Man of Fame, 
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ad literary Grocers chaunt your name; 
ne” in each Taylors book-cafe Catcott fhines, 


- tal Fi cates Hehdieneee 
ith ornamental flow’rs and cilded lines ; 


Tao’ youthful Ladies who by inftiné fean 
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he Natural Philofophy of Man, 


an every reafon of your work repeat, 
so ies: ao Ag Wake Pa, mera 
s iands in Aftica retain the heat : 
ct check your flowing pride: Will all allow 


6 wreathe the labour’d laurel round your brow? 


ome may with feeming arguments difpenfe, 


ickling your vanity to wound your fenfe; 
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t Clayfield cenfures, and denionftrates too, 
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our theory is ccrtamiy untrue ; 
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On Reafon and Newtonian rules he proves, 
How diftant your machine from either moves. 


But my objections may be reckon’d weak, 


y 
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As nothing but my mother tongue I fpeak ; 
Elfe would I afk; by what immortal Pow’r 
All Nature was diffolv’d as in an hour. 

How, when theearth acquir’d a folid flate, 
And rifing mountains faw the waves abate, 
Each particle of matter fought its kind, 
All ina ftrata regular combin’d? 

When inftantaneoufly the liquid heap 
Harden’d to rocks, the barriers of the deep, 
Why did not earth unite a ftony mafs 5 

Since ftony filaments thro’ all muft pafs ? 

If on the wings of air the planets ran, 

Why are they not impell’d into the fun? 
Philofophy, nay common fenfe, will prove 
All paffives with their active agents move. 

If the diurnal motion of the air, 
Revolves the planets in their deftin’d fphere ; 
How-are the fecondary orbs impell’d? 

How. are the moons from falling headiong held? 


'T was 
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"Twas the Eternal’s fiat you reply ; 
And who will give Eternity the lie > 
I own the awful truth, that God made all, 
And by his flat worlds and fyftems fall. 
But ftudy Nature; not an atom there 
Will unafifted by her powers appear; 
The flat, without agents, is, at beft, 


For prieftcraft or for ignorance a veit. 


Some fancy God is what we Nature call, 
Being itfelf material, all in all. 
The fragments of the Deity we own, 
Is vulgarly as various matter known. 
No agents could affitt Creations birth: 
We trample on our God, for God is Earth. 
‘Tis paft the pow’r of language to confute 


a nds latitudinary attribute. 


How lofty muft Imagination foar, 
To reach abfurdities unknown before ? 
Thanks to thy pinions, Broughton, thou hatt 
brought 


From the Moons orb a novelty of houghe 
Reftrain, 


a 
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Reftrain, O Mufe, thy unaccomplith’d lines, 
Fling not thy faucy fatire at Divines ; 

This fingle truth thy brother Bards muft tell; 
Thouvhaft one excellence, of railing well. 


But difputations are befitting thofe 
iy 5 


Who {ettle Hebrew points, and {cold in profe. 


O Learning, where are all thy fancied joys. 
Thy empty pleafures and thy folemn toys? 
Proud of thy own importance ; tho’ we fee 
We've little reafon to be proud of thee: 
Thou putrid foetus of. a barren brain, 


Thou offspring illegitimate of Pain. 


Tell me, fententious Mortals, tell me whence 
You claim the preference to men of fenfe? 
me ALES learning ; fee the letter’d throng 
Banter his Englifh in a Latin fong. 

Oxonian Sages hefitate to fpeak 


Their native Language, but declaim in Greek. 


‘If in his jefts a difcord fhould appear, 


_A dull lampoon is innocently clear. 
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Ye Claffic Dunces, felf-fufficient fools, 
Is this the boafted juftice of your {chools ? 
———— has parts; parts which would fet afide 
The labour’d acquifitions of your pride; 


Uncultivated now his Genius lies, 


Mews 


Inftruétion fees his latent beauties rife ; 


His gold is bullion, yours debas’d with brafs, 


all Wa. 


Impreft with Folly’s head to make it pats. 


aS: 


But ——-— {wears fo loud, fo indifcreet, 


His thunders rattle thro’ the lifVning {treet : 
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Ye rigid Chriftians, formally fey ae, 


Blind to his charities, his oaths you hear; 
Obferve his virtues: Calumny muft own 
A noble foul is in his 2¢tions fhown; 

Tho’ dark this bright original you paint, 


I’d rather be a —~——- than a Saint. 


Excufe me, Catcott, if from you I ftray, 
The Mufe will go where Merit leads thé way $ 
‘The Owls of Learning may admire the night, 


But -~ 


fhines with Reafon’s glowing light. 


- Still 
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Still Admonition preffes to my pen, 
The infant Mufe would give advice to Men. 
But what avails it, fince the man I blame 
Owns no fuperior in the paths of fame? 
In fprings, in mountains, ftrata’s, mines, and rock C5? 
Catcott is every notion Orthodox. 


If to think otherwife you claim pretence, 


crue detefted heretick 1 in fenfe. 


You’re 


But oh! ae lofty your ideas roar, 

In fhewing wond’ring Cits the foffile ftore ! 
The Ladies are quite ravifh’d, as he tells 
The fhort adventures of the pretty thells ! 


Mifs Biddy fickens to indulge her touch, 


Madam more prudent thinks ’twould feem toe 


much ; 
The doors fly open, inflantly he draws 
The {parry lood, and wonders of applaufe ; 
The full drefs’d Lady fees with envy 
The fparkle of her di’mond pendants die; 


* Which is the true reading is usicertain,, both being in 


his own hand-writing, and-uncancelled. 
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sage Natural Philofophers adore 
The foffil whimfys of the numerous ftore: 
But fee! the purple ftream begins to play, 
To fhew how fountains climb the hilly way. 


Hark what a murmur echoes thro’ the throng: 


EY oe 


Gods! that the pretty trifle fhould be wrong !- 
Experience in the voice of Reafon tells 


Above its furface water never fwells. 


Where is the prieftly foul of Catcott now ? 
See what a triumph fits upon his brow : 


And can the poor applaufe of things like thefey 
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Whole fouls and fentiments are all difeafe, 
Raife little triumphs in a man like you, 
Catcott, the‘foremott of the Judging few ? 
So at Llewellins your great Brother fits, 
The laughter of his tributary wits ; 
Ruling the noify multitude with eafe, 


Empties his pint and fputters his decrees; 


: Mr. 
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DEC, 20TH, 176g. 
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: Mr. Carcorr will be pleafed to obferve that 
- Tadmire many things in his learned Remarks. 
This Poem is an innocent effort of poetical Ven- 
geance, as Mr. Catcott has done me the honour 

to criticife my Trifles, I have taken great poeti- 

cal liberties and what I diflike in Verfe poffibly 
deferves my gaa Stee in the plain Profe of 
-Truth—The many Admirers of Mr. Catcott may 

on perufal of this rank me as an Enemy: - But 

T am indifferent in all things, I value neither the 


praife or cenfure of the Multitude. 
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SENTIMENT. 1769. 


SINCE we can die but once, what matters it, 
If rope or garter, poifon, piflol, fword, 

Slow- wafting ficknefs or the fudden burft 

Of. valve arterial in the noble parts, 

Curtail the miferies of human life ? 

Tho’ varied is ig Caufe, the Eftect’s the fame 3 


All to one common Diffolution tends, 


renew $ | 
I own their cenfure, I anprove it tool 
For how can Ideots defii tute, of thought;: 
Conceive, or eftimate, but as they’re taught ? 
Say, can the fatirizing Pen of Shears, » 


Exalt his name, or mutilate his cars? 05.4 


None,. but a Lawrence can. adore bis lavs.:-) 
5) ) yas 


“Who in a quart of Claret drinks his praife. 
T—l—-+r repeats, what Catcotr told before, 
‘But lying T—l—r is believ’d no more. 
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No more, dear smith, a hackney’d Tale 
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If in myfelf I think my notions juft, 


The Church and all her arguments are duft. 


Religion’s but Opinien’s baflard Son, 


A perfect myftery, more than three in one. 
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Tis fancy all, diftempers of the mind; 


As Education taught us, we’re inclin’d. 


atl 1 


Happy the man, whofe reafon bids him fee, 


Mankind are by the ftate of Nature free ; 


rey 


Who, thinking for himfelf, defpifes thoie, 
That would upon his better fenfe impofe ; 

Is to himfelf the Minifter of God, | 
Nor dreads the path, where Athanafjus trod. 
Happy (if Mortals can be) is the Man, 

Who, not by Prieft, but Reafon rules his {pan ; 


a 
i 
fe. 
i 


Reafon, to its Poffeffor a fure guide, 
Reafon, a thorn in Revelations fide. 
If Reafon fails, incapable to tread 
Thio’ gloomy Revelations thick’ning bed, - 
On what authority the Church we own? 
How fhall we worfhip Deities unknown ? 
Car 
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Can the Eternal Juftice pleas’d receive 


The prayers of thofe, who, ignorant believe? 


Search the thick multitudes of ev’ry Sect, 
The Church fupreme, with Whitfield’s new Elect; 
No individual can their God define; 

No, not great Penny in his nervous Line. 

But why muft Chatterton felected fit, 

The butt of ev’ry Critic’s little wit ? 

Am [ alone for ever in a crime ; : 

Nonfenfe in Profe, or blafphemy-in Rhyme ? 

All monofyllables a line appears ? 

Is it not very often fo in Shears? 

See gen’rous Eccas, length’ning out my praife 
Taraptur’d with the mulic of my Lays; 

In all the arts of panegyric grac’d, 


The cream of modern Literary Tafte. 


Why, to be fure, the métaphoric line 
Has fomething fentimental, tender, fine ; 
~ Bat then how hobbling are the other two; 
There are fome beauties, but they’re very few. 


D 3 Befides 
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Befides the Author, “faith tis fomething odd, 
Commends a reverential awe of God. 
Read but another fancy of his brain ; 
He’s Atheiflical in every ftrain. 
Fallacious is the charge: ”Tis all a lie, 
As to my reafon I can teftify. 
J own aGod, immortal, boundlefs, wife, 
Who bid our glories of Creation rife ; 
Who form’d his varied likenefs in mankind, 
Centring his many wonders in the mind 5 
Who faw Religion, a fantaftic night 
But gave us Reafon to obtain the light. 
Indulgent Whitfield fcruples not to fay, 
He only can direct to Heavens high-way. 
While Bifhops, with as much vehemence tell, 
Nha heterodox are food for Hell. 
Why then, dear Smith, fince Dodtors difagree, 
Their notions are not oracles to me: 
What I think right, I ever will purfue 
And leave you liberty to do fo too. 


SONG 


* Both in the Author’s hand-writing, and uncancelled. 


TO 


Ie 
Au biatiie ime not, Catcott, if from the tight 
way 
My notions and actions run far: 
How can my ideas do other but ftray, 


; - Depriv’d of the ruling North Star? 
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Ah blame me not, Broderip, if mounted aloft, 
I chatter and fpoil the dull air; ay 
How can I imagine thy foppery foft, 
When difcord’s the voice of my fair? 
De 


If Turner remitted my blufter and rhymes, 
If Harding was girlifh and cold, 
if never an ogle was met from Mifs Grimes, 


If Flavia was blafted and old; 
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I chofe without liking, and left without pain, 
Nor welcom’d the frown with a figh ; 


I fcorn’d, like a monkey, to dangle my chain, 
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And paint them new charms with a lie. 


Be 


Once Cotton was handfome; I flam’d, and [burn’d, 
I died to obtain the bright Queen ; 

But when J beheld my Epiftle return’d, 
By Jefu it alter’d the fcene. 


She’s 


o Qe 7 « Carew. 
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She’s damnable ugly, my Vanity cried, 

| You lie, fays my Confcience, you lie; 

Refolving to follow the dictates of Pride, 
I'd view her a hag to my eye. 


7° 
But fhould the regain her bright luftre again, 


And fhine in her natural charms, 
Tis but to accept-of the works of my pen, 


And permit me to ufe my own arms. 
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IMUTATION OF OUR OLD POETS. 


ONE CANTO OF AN ANCIENT POEM 


TTATV NICHWY I7NTECLO ER | 6Cy¥e Tr MATIR KT ARTE 
UNKNOWN KNIGHT OR. THE FOURNAMENT : 


He offered this as a Sample having two more Cantos. 


“he Author unknown. 1769 


Pra ; 
§ HE Matten belle han founded long, 


‘The Cocks han fang their morning fonge, 
When lo! the tuneful Clarions found, 
(Wherein all other noife was drown’d) 
Did echo to the rooms around, 

And greet the ears of Champyons ftronge ; 
Arife, arife from downie bedde 


For Sunne doth gin to fhew his hedde. 


Then 


Wem: ~~ 


Then each did done in feemlie gear, 
What armour eche befeem’d to wear, 
And on each fheelde devices fhone, 
Of wounded hearts and battles won, 
All curious and nice echon ; 

With manie a taffild {pear ; 

And mounted echeone on a fteed 


Unwote made Ladies hearts to blede. 


Heraulds eche fide the Clarions wound, 
The Horfes ftareed at the found ; 
The Knyghtes echeone did poynt the launce, 


And to the Pa abites did advance ; 


€ 


From Hyberne, Scotland, eke from Frau 
Thyre prancyng-hor fes tare the ground 
All ftrove to reche the place of fyghte, 
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The firft to exercife their myghte— 
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O’Rocke upon his courfer fleet, 
Who fwift as lightning were his feet, 
Firft gain’d the lifts and gatte him fame; 
From Weft Hybernee Ile he came, 
His myghte depictur’d in his * namie. 
All dreded fuch an ohe to meet ; 
Bold as a mountain wolf he ftood, 


Upon his fwerde fat grim dethe and_bloude. 


But when he threwe down his Afenglave, 
Next came in Sir Borelier bold and brave, 
The dethe of mante a Sarat¢een ; 
Theie thought him a Devil fom Hells black pen, 
Ne thinking that anie of mortalle menne 
Could fend fo manie to the grave. 
For his life to fohn Rum/ee-he render’d his thanks 


Defcended from Godred the King of the Manks. 
Within 


*® Probably alluding to the word Rock. 
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Within his fure reft he fettled his {peare, 
And ran at O’ Rocke in full career j 

Their launces with the furious ftroke 

Into a thoufand fhivers broke, 

Even as the thunder tears the oak, 

And featters {plinters here and there ; ee 
So great the fhock, their fenfes did depart, 
The bloude all ran to ftrengthen eva the harte. 


yr Borelier Rumfe firk came from his traunce, 
And from the Marfhall toke the launce ; ! 

O’ Rocke eke chofe another fpeere, 

And ran at Syr Botelier full-career ; 

His prancynge ftede the ground cid tare; - 

In hafte he made a.falfe advance ; et 

Syr Botelier feeing, with myghte amain 


Fellde him down upon the playne. 
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Syr Pigotte Novlia at the Clarions found, 
On a milk-white ftede with gold trappings around, 
He couchde in his reft, his filver-poynt fpeere, 


And ferflie ranne up in full career ; 


Mi NG 


But for his appearance he payed full deare 
4 ) 3 


In the fir courfe laid on the ground ; 


STEN 


Befineer’d in the duft with his filver and gold, 


> 
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No longer a glorious fight to behold: 


hes 


Syr Botelier then having conquer’d his twayne, 
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Rode Conqueror off the tourneying playne ; 
Receivying a eorland from Alice’s hand, 

The fayreft Ladye in the lande, 

Syr Pigotte this viewed, and furtots did Mand, 
Tormented in mind and bodily peyne 
Syr Rareury crown’d, mott calantlie ttode 


¥ Brera ti dy - oo ee aN sees e 
As fome tall oak within the thick Wode, 


Awhile 
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Awhilé the thrill Clarions founded the word} 
Next rode in Syr Zohn, of Adderle iat Lord, 
Who over his back his thick fhield did br yng, 
In checkee of redde and filver fh; coninge, 7 
With fteede and gald trapping’s b hefeeming a King, 
A guilded fine Adder twyned round his fwerde. 
De Bretville advanced a man of great myghte 


And couched his Jaunce in his reft for the fyghtes 


Ferfé as the falling het of the lough, 
That tumble aes from the mountains browe ; 
-De Bretvill fell upon the afi 
The bloude from inward bruifed wound, 
Did out his fiained helmet flowe ; | 
As fome tall bark upon the foamie main, 


So laic De Breiville on ‘the plain. 
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Syr Fobn oi the Dale or Compton hig 


Aiea next in lifts of tyght, 


ight 


He knew the tricks of tourneying full well, 


In running race ne-manne culd him excell, 
Or how to wielde a fworde better tel. 
And eke he was a manne of might; 


On a black Stede with filver trappynges dyght 


He darde the dangers of the taurneyd fighte. 


Within their refts their fpeeres they fet 
So furioufly ech other met. 
That Comptons well intended fpeere 
Syr Fohba his fhield in pieces tare, 
And wound his hand in furious geir; 
Syr Fobus Kele Affenglave was wette ; 
Syr Foba then toe the marfhal turned 


His breaft with meekle furie burn’d. 
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The tender’ of the feelde came in, ? 
And bade the CHampyons not begyn ; j 
 Eche tourney but one hour fhould laft; 


ae ideas inant. ae 


‘And then one hour was gone and paft:  } 


END OF THE FYRST CANTO: 
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IMITATION OF OUR OLD POETS: 
ON OUREB LADYES CHIRCH: 1769. 


In auntient dayes, when Kenewalchyn King 
Of all the borders of the fea did reigne, 
Whos cutting CELES, * as the Bardyes fynge, 
Cut ftrakyng furrowes in the foamie mayne; 


mit eta En 
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Sancte Warbur caft afide his Earles eftate, 


As great as good, and eke as good as great. 


Tho bleft with what us men accounts as ftore, 


van - 


Saw fomething further, and faw fomething mores 


Where 


- CELES, 


, moft probably from the antient word Ceolis s 
which, in the Saxon, hips, From whence Ceole, we 


fied in Brompton, are wfed for latge fhips. 
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W here fhiokyng Watker. fcours the claiey bank, 


And gilded fithes wanton in the fuiine, 
Emyttynge to the feelds a dewie dank, 7 

‘As in the Or path- -waye he doth runne ; 
Here ftodde a houfe, that ih the ryver fmyle: | 


Since valorous Urfa Art wenne Bryttayi Ifle ; 
‘The ftones in one as firm as rock unite, 

And it defyde the ereateft Warriours myghte ; 
Around about the lofty elemens hie 


Proud as their Planter reerde their oreenie creft, 


: Bent out their heads, when e’er the wynds came 


bie. . 
In amorous dalliaunce the flete cloudes kett 
| Attendynge Squires drefte in trickynge brighte, 
To each tenth Squier an attendynge Knychte, 
The hallie hung with pertdaunts to the flore, 
A coat of nobil armes upon the doore ; 
Forfes and dogges to hunt the fallowe deere, 
Of paftures many, wide extent of wode, 
faulkonnes in Mewes, and little birds to teir, 


The Sparrow awke, and many Hawkies code. 
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5 Jaft in the prime of life, whan others court 
a) Some fwottie Nymph, to gain their tender hand, 
3 ¥. Greet with the Kynge and trerdie zreet with the 
fe Hab Court J 

‘ if And as aforefed mickle much of land. 
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HECCAR AND GAIRA 


| an 7 
, AFRICAN ECLOGUE, : 
JAN- 39 177% 
W HERE the rough Caigra rolls the furgy 
wave, 
ee SON) echoing __ fi 
Urging his thunders throthe #gjqant C4V° 3 
Where the fharp rocks, in diftant horror feen, 


Drive the white currents thro’ the fpreading green ; 


Where the loud Tyger, pawing in his rage, | 


Bids the black Archers of the wilds engage 5 aes 
E 3 Stretch’d 


LL 


* Echoing and difant, copied from the Boy’s own hand ; 2 
both uncancelled. 


SH 24) 
Stretch’d on the fand, two panting Warriors lay, 
In all the burning torments of the day ; 
Their bloody jay’lins reck'd on living fleem 
Their bows were broken at the roaring ftrean 3 : 


Heccar the Chief of Jarra’s fruitful Hill, 


Mi ENN 


Where the dark vapours nightly dews diftil!, 


Siw Gaira the companion of his foul, 


ll a. 


Extendéd where loud Caigta’s billows roll: 


re) 


Gaira, the King of eee Archers found, 


ya 


Where daily lightnings plow the fandy ground, 


Where brooding tempcefts how] along the fky, 


tp ay | 


Vhere rifing defarts whirl’d in circles fly, 
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Gaira, “tis ufetcis'to attenrpt the chace, 


Swifter than hunted Wolves they t urge ethe-race 3 


Their leffening | forins elude the ay aining eye,” 
Upon the plumage of Macaw s they fly. : 
Let us feturn, and ftrip the recking fiat 


bodies on the burning plain, 


I seaving the 
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- Hecear, my vengeance ill exclaims es hood, 
*Twould drink a wider ftream than Caigra’ 3 flood. 
This jav'lin, oft in nobler quarrels try’d,, . 

Put the loud thunder of theiy arms afide. 

Fatt as the fireaming rain, I pour’d-the dart, 
Hurling a whirlwind thro’ the trembling heart : 
But now my lingring feet revenge denies, 


~Q could I throw my javlin from my eyes! 
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When Gaira. the ie armies. broke, 
Death wing’d .the arrow; Death impell’d the, 
ftroke. x | 
See, pil’d in mountains, on the fanguine fand - 
The blafted of the lightnings of thy hand, 
Search the brown defart, and the glofly green,;, 


There are the trophies of thy valour feen, 
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The {catter’d bones mantled ‘in filver white, 
Once animated, -daredthe force* in fight.’ 
The Children of the Wave, whofe palid race 
Views:the faint fun, difplay a languid face, 
From the red fury of thy juftice fled, 
Swifter than torrents from their rocky bed. 
Fear with a ficken’d filver ting’d their hue : 


The guilty fear, when vengeance is their due, 
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Roufe not Remembrance from her fhad’wy cell, 
Nor of thofe bloody fons of mifchief tell. 
Cawna, O Cawna! deck’d in fable charms, 
What diftant region holds thee from my arms ? 
Cawna, the pride of Afric’s fultry, vales, 

Soft as the cooling murmur of the gales, 

Majettic as the many colour’d Snake, 

Trailing his glories thro’ the bloffom’d brake ; 

Black as the gloffy rocks, where Eafcal roars, 

Foaming thro’ fandy waftes to Jaghirs fhores ; 
Swift 


* Query, whether not intended for foes ? 


ie Swift asthe arrow, hafting to the breaft, © 


, . Was Cawna the companion of my reft. y 

The fun fat low’ring inthe Weftern tky, 
, The {welling tempeft fpread around the eye; ( 
‘ Upon my Cawna’s bofom ‘I reclind, , 


Catching the breathing whifpers of the wind: 


| Swift from the wood a prowling Tiger came; 


| Dreadful his voice, his eyes a glowing flame 5 


I bent the bow, the never-erring dart 


Mess 


Piercid his rough armour, but efcap’d his heatt ; 
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He fied, tho’ wounded; to a-diftant wafte, 


- ab 


| I urg’d the furious fight with fralhalie sx, a . 
He fell, he dy’d—fpent in the fiery toil, 
I flrip’d his carcafe of the furry {poil _ 


And as the varied {pangles-met my eye, 


On this, I cried, fhall my Jow’d Cawna lie. 
The dutky mifnight hung.the fkies in grey 5 
Impell’d by Love, 1 wine’d the airy way ; 
In the deep valley and the moffy plain, 
waa l fought my Cawna, but 1 fought in vain. 
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The pallid’: {hadows of the azure waves 
Had made my Cawna and my children flaves. 
Reflection maddens, to recall the hour, 
The Gads had giv’n me ta the Demon’s power. 

e dufk flow vanifh’d from the hated lawn, 
T gain’d a mountain glaring with the dawn. 
There the full fails, expanded ta the wind, 
struck horror and diftraction in my mind, 


There Cawna mingled with a worthlefs train, 


SNe 


In common flav’ry drags the hated chain. 


yess 


Now.judge my Heccar, have I caufe for rage 3 
Should aught the ghumteer of my arm affuage ? 
{n ever-reeking blood this jay’lin du’d 


With vengeance fhall be never fatisfied : 


a 
| 


Pll flrew the beaches with the mighty dead 


An d tinge the lily of their features red. 


HE Or Ce see 


When the loud fhrickings of the hoftile cry 
Roughly falute my ear, enrag’d I'll fly ; 


45 ae 
Se ne 
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Send the fharp arrow quivering thro’ the heart 


Chill the hot vitals with the venom’d dart ; 


Nor heed the fhining ftecl or noily: fmoke,. - - 


Gaira and Vengeance fhall infpire the ftroke, 


S ee “eres 
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( 60 ) 
CHATTERTON’S WILL. 1770. 


ALL this wrote between ry and 2 o'clook 
Saturday in the utmoft diftrefs of mind, April 14, 
$770 


N.B. In a difpute concerning the character of 
David, Mr.——— argued that he muft be a 
holy man, from the ftrains of piety that breathe 
through his whole works—I being of a contrary 
opinion, and knowing that a great genius can 
effect any thing, endeavouring in the | foregoing* 
Poems to reprefent an enthufiaftig Methodift in- 
tended to fend it to Romaine, and impofe it upon 
the infatuated world as a reality ; but thanks 
to Burgum’s eenerofity, Tam now employed in 
matters of more importance, 

Saturday April 20, 1770, 


BurRcuM 


* What Poems Chatterton meant here is uncertain. 


PORT Tes, CREE 
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Burcu I thank thee, thou haft let me fees 
That Briftol has imprefs'd her ftamp on thee, 
Thy gencrous fpirit emulates the May’ rs, 

Thy generous fpirit with thy Briftols pairs. 

Gods! what would Burgum give, to get a name 

And fnatch his blundering diale&t from fhame ? 

What would he give, to hand his memory down 

To times remoteft boundary :— A Crown. 

Would you afk more, his fwelling face looks | 
sais it Se | 

Futurity he rates at two pound two. 

Well Burgum, take thy laurel to thy brow ; 

With ‘ rich faddle decorate a fow, 

Strut in Iambics, totter in an Ode, 

Promife, and nev er pay. } and be the mode. 

‘Catcott, for thee, T know thy heart is good, 
But ah! thy merit’ 5 feldom underftood ; 

Too bigotted to whimfies, which thy youth 
Receiv’d to venerate as Gofpel truth, 
“Thy friendthip never could be dear to me, 


Since all I am is oppofite to thee. 
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If eve: obligated to thy purfe 
Rowley difeharees allt my firft chief curfé 
For had I never known the antique lore 
{ ne’et -had-ventured from my peaceful thore, 
To be the wreck of promifes and hopes 
A Boy of Learning,-and a Bard of Tropes ; 
But happy in my huniblefphere had mov’d 


Untroubled; unfutpeéted, unbelov’d: 


To Barrett next, he has my thanks fincere{ 
For all the little knowledge I had here: 
But what was knowledge ?. Could it here fucceed 3 
When fcarcely twentyin the town can read. 


Could knowledge bring in intereftto maintain 


The wild expences: of a Poets bfain ¢ 
Difintetefted Burgum never meant 

To take my knowledge for-his gain‘per cents 
When wildly fquand’ring- every thing I gor, 


On Books, and Learning, and the Lord ‘knows 
what. 


Could Burgum then, my Critic, “Patron, Friend 


r 


Withoue fecurity attempt to lend 3 


No, 


7) * 


( 63.) 
No, that would be imprudent in the man : : (i 
Accufe him of imprudence,; if you can: 

He promis’d, I confefs, and feem’d fincere ; 

Few keep an honorary promife here. | 

I thank thee, Barrett, thy advice was tight, | 

But twas ordain’d by Fate that I fhould. write. - 


Spite of the prudence of this prudent place, 


> 
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I wrote my mind, nor hid the Authors face. 
Elarris ere-long, when reeking from the Prefs 
My numbers make his felf-importaiie lefs, 
Will wrinkle up his face; and damn the day 
And diag my bedy to the triple way— 


Poor fuperflitious Mortals! . wreak vour hate 


Upon my cold remains - | 


- 
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Turs is the laft Will and Teftameit of me 
Thomas Chatterton of the City of Briftol; being’ 
found iit body, or it is the fault of my Jaft Sur- 
gcon; the fouiidnefs of my mind, the Coroner 
and Juty are to be judges of; defiring them to 
take notich; that the moft perfe€t Mafters of 
Human Natitre in Briftol diftinguify me by the 
title of the Mad Genius; tHéreforej if I do a 
mad aétion, it is conformable to every action of 


my life, which favour’d of infanity: 


Ieem. If after my death which will happen 
to-mortow night before eight o’clock, being the 
feat of the Refurrection, the Coronet and Jury 
bring it in Lunacy, I will and direét, that Paul 
Farr, Efq; and Mr; John Flower, at their joint 
expence, caufe my body to be interred in the 
Tomb of my Fathers, arid raife the Monument 
over my body to the height of four feet five 
inches, placing the prefent flat ftone on the tops 
and adding 6 Tablets. 


i en 
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On the fr es to be engraved i in Old Englith 
Sh yore wii 


Vous qui od iC oie 
‘o*-Pur l’ame Guateroine-Chatterton ’priez. 


| ein cam Crifts) MCCX.« 


pLeicots dkoi debeifbils %. dove ero 


On the feond. ‘Tablet j in OldBnglih Chae 


racters - 


Orate pro animabus’ Alanus Chatterton, et 


Alicia. * Uxeris cyus, qui quidem Alanus obict xy 


die menfis Novemb. M gE CAN, ita ani- 


mabus propinetur Deus Amen, 


4 


* Whatever obfolete fpelling or miftakes may be obferved 
here, either in the French or the Latin, the Reader is  defited 


to confider as the Author’s, not the Editor’s, 
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On the; thyrd Tablet in Roman Characters, 


SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF 


THOMAS »CHATTERTON, 


Subchaunterof the Cathedral of this City; whofe 
Anceftors were Refidents ofoSt: “Mary Redcliffe 


‘a. NY La ad A 


fince the.year.1140.\ He! died the ‘7th’ of 
Auguft 1752. 


; 7 


On the fourth Tablet an Roman Charaéters. 


JO ‘THE MEMORY OF 


a 
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T4POMW A'S nebiEp Atel 


Reader jud oe “not; “if an art a Chriftian— 
believe that he fhall be judged ‘by a ‘Superior 


Power—to that Power alone is he now an{werable. 


Onthe fifth and jixth Tablets which fhall 


front each other 


Atchievements .viz. On the one, vett, a fels ; 
be we a ha Pa 5G / ; 
or, creft, a mantle of ,eflate, gules, fupported 


by 


CR Oe Da OT 
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by afpear, fable, headed, or, onthe other, or, 
a fefs veft, creft, a crofs of Knights Templars.— 
And I will and direct that if the Coroners In- 
queft bring it.in felo-de-fe, the faid monument 
fhall be notwithftanding erected. And if the faid 
Paul Farr and John Flower have fouls fo Brif- 
tolifh as to refufe this my requeft, they will 
tranfmit a copy of my Will to the Society for 
fupporting the Bill of Rights, » whom I hereby 
empower to build the faid monument according 
to the aforefaid directions. And if they the 
faid Paul Farr and John Flower fhould build the 
faid monument ; I will and direct that the 2d 
Edition of my Kew Gardens, fhall be dedicated 
to them in the following Dedication —To Paul 
Farr and John Flower, Efqrs this Book is moft 
humbly dedicated by the Author’s Ghoft. 


Item. I give all my vigour and fire of youth 
to Mr.G 


in want of it. 


C——, being fenfible he is moft 


F2 : Item. 
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Item. From the fame charitabie move, 1 
give and bequeath unto the Reverend Mr. C fl 
fenior all my humility. To Mr. B———m all 


my Profody and Grammar, likewife one moiety 
of my modefty, the other moicty to any young 
Lady who can prove without. blufhing that ‘the 
wants that valuable commodity. To Briftol all 
my {pirit and difintereftednefs, pareels of goods, 
unknown on her quay fince the days of Canning 
and Rowley! ’Tis true a charitable Gentleman, 
one Mr. Colfton, fmuggled a confiderable quan- 
ity of it, but it being proved that he wasa 
Papift, the Worfhipful Seciety of Aldermen en- 
deavour to throttle him with the Oath of Al- 
legiance.. I leave alfo my Religion to Dri € 


B 


Sub-Spirit to ftrike him on the head when he 


, D— of B——, hereby empowering the 


gocs to fleep in Church—My powers of utter- 
ance I give to the Reverend Mr. B——n, hoping 
he will employ them to a better purpofe than 
reading Lectures on the Immortality of the Soul : 
I leave the Reverend Mr. C-———- fome little of 


my 


ee ee ee ? ae 
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C89.) 
my free thinking, that he may put on fpectacles 
of reafon and fee how vilely he is duped in be- 
lieving the Scriptures literally. I with he and 
his brother G——- would know how far I am 
their real Enemy, but, I have an unlucky way 
of raillery, and when the ftrong fit of Satire is 
upon me I fpare neither friend nor foe, This 
is my excufe for what I have faid of them elfe- 
where. I leave Mr. Clayfield the fincereft thanks 
my gratitude can give, and I will and direét that 
whatever any perfon may think the pleafure of 
reading my Works worth, they immediately pay 
their own valuation to him, fince it is then be- 
come a lawful debt to me and to him as my Exe- 
cutor in this cafe. I leave my Moderation to the 
Politicians on both fides the queftion. I leave 
my Generofity to our prefent Right Worfhipful 
Mayor, T—— H —, Efq. I give my Abfti- 


nence to the Company at the Sheriffs Annual 


Feaft in general, more particularly the Alder- 


men. 


(CS 
Item. I give and bequeath to Mr. M—— 


M 


«€ poor Chatterton !” provided he pays for if 


a mourning Ring with this Motto, ‘* Alas! 


himfelf.—Item. I leave the young Ladies all the 
Letters they have had from me, affuring them that 
they need be under no apprehenfions from the 
appearance of my Ghoft, for I die for none of 
them.—Item. F leave all my debts the whole 


not Five Pounds to the payment of the cha- 


Anca Ws 


ritable and generous Chamber of Briftol, on 


penalty if refufed, to hinder every Member from 


a 
a 
\ 


a good dinner by appearing in the form of a 
Bailiff, If in defiance of this terrible fpectre, 
they obftinately perfift in refufing to difcharge 
my debts, let my two Creditors apply to the 
Supporters of the Bill of Rights-—Item. I leave 
my Mother and Sifter to the protection of my 
Friends if I have any. Executed in the: prefence 


of Omnifeience this 14th of April’177°- 


THO;. CHATTERTON. 


CODICIL. 


* ‘ 
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It is my pleafure that. Mr. Cocking and Mifs 
Farley Print this my Will the firft Saturday after 
my death. | 

i TC. 
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GAYS Tom to Jack, ’tis very odd, 
Thefe Reprefentatives of God, 

In Color, way of life and evil, 
Sould be fo very like the Devil. 
Jack, underftand, was one of thofe, 
Who mould Religion in the Nofe, 
A red hot Methodift ; his face 
Was full of Puritanic Grace, 


His loofe lank hair, his flow gradation, 
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Declar’d a late Regeneration ; 
Among the daughters long renown’d, 
For ftanding upon holy ground ; 
Never in carnal battle beat, 
Tho’ fometimes fore’d to a retreat. 
But 


IN YL © 9) 8 Tg 


ee eke By od ‘ . 
But Catcott, Hero as he is, 


Knight of incomparable phiz, vu) 


When pliant Doxy feems to yield, 


Courageoufly forfakes the field. - Lg 
q ; Jack, or to write more gravely, John 
Thro’ hills of Wefley’s Works had gone; 
Could fing one hundred Hymns by rote ; 


Hymns which will fanctify the throte : 3 
But fome indeed compos’d fo odly, : i ) 
( 


You'd fwear ’twas bawdy Songs made Godly. 


% 
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COLIN 
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He took the hint &c. 


Cite 


COLIN. INSTRUCTED. ‘1770.7, 


Y ounGc Colin was as ftout a boy 
As ever gave a Maiden joy ; 
But long in vain he told his tale 


To black-eyed Biddy of the Dale. 


Ah why the whining Shepherd cried, 
Am I alone your fmiles denied, 
I only tell in vain my tale 


To black-eyed Biddy of the Dale. 


True Colin, faid the laughing Dame, 
You only whimper out your flame, 

Others do more than figh their tale 
To black-eyed Biddy of the Dale. 


we 


sateen! | 
, : 

-BURLESQUE CANTATA: |- 1770, | n 
RECIT. P 

Movuntep aloft in Briftols narrow Streets; e Y, 
Where Pride and Luxury with meannefs meets, a | ] 
A fturdy Collier preft the empty fack, . . 4 

A troop of thoufands {warming on his back 5 | 

When fudden to his rapt extatic view 
Rofe the brown beauties of his red-hair’d) Suc, ‘4 


Mufic fpontancoufly echoed from his tongue, | 


i And thus the Lover rather bawl’d, than fung. 


\ 
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Zaunds! Prithee pretty Zue is it thee, 
Odzookers I mun have a kifs. 
A Sweetheart fhould always be free, 


I whope you wunt take it amifs. 


Thy peepers are blacker than a caul, 
Thy carcafe is found asa fack, 
Thy vifage is whiter than ball, 


Odzookers I mun have fmack. 
RS Eva ee. 


The {wain defcending, in his raptured arms 
Held faft the Goddefs, and defpoil’d her charms. 
Whilft lock’d in Cupid’s amorous embrace, 

His jetty /kianis met her red bronz’d face ; 

Ir feem’d the fun when labouring in eclipfe. 


And on her nofe he ftampt his fable lips, 
Pleas’d : 


SONG. 
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Soe One wa eG. 


FANNY OF THE HILL* 1770. 


Ir gentle Love’s immortal fire | 


Could animate the quill, 


ie ee bed 


Soon fhould the rapture-f peaking Lyre 


_ Sing Fanny of the Hill 
Betty 


ENS 


SO ee eee eee 


My panting heart inceffant moves, 
-, No interval ’tis till ; 
And all my ravith’d nature loves 


al Sweet Fanny of the Hill. 
Betfy 


- Her dying foft expreffive eye, 
Bao Eler clegance muft kill, 


| ) 
Ye Gods! how many thoufands die 
For Fanny of the Hull, 
Betfly 
A love 


* Mifs F, B————, on Radclif-Hill, Briftol. 
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A love-taught tongue angelic air 


A fentiment, a fkill 
In all the graces of the Fair, 
Mark Fanny of the Hill. 


| Betly 
Thou mighty Power, eternal Fate, 
My happinefs to fill, ie 
O! blefs a wretched Lover’s ftate i 
With Fanny of the Hill, 
Betly 


The name of Fazny, which was firft written, was after- 
wards cancelled, and that of Bet/y fubftituted in its.ftead ; 


but for what reafon was beft known to the Auther, 


, 9 +} 
7 LP ay J 
J etal YW: fe finn 
a ee a Me tl as Luh 
fj ; 


C7; Lagygehe / 


Sa eS FO RY aa hc, 
q - - $y aa 
3A | 


a 


/ 


ie BOR eer res. 


y HE . ; 
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“WOMAN OF SPIRIT. 


1770. | if 


<3 


ifort ,....... Mr. Bannifter > We a j 
-Councellor Latitat . . Mr: Reinhold a} 
Endorfe +20 y'.,>., 2 Matter Cheney 
Lady Tempeft . . . Mr, Thompfon 


ie sth 
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LADY TEMPEST AND LATITAT. | 


ij : LATITAT. 

% fs ; ’ 

J tell you Lady Tempeft— 

i ay 

a , 
a | LADY TEMPEST. | | 
a And I tell you Mr. Latitat it fhall not be.— | 
Yl have no Society of Antiquaries meet here : | | 
None but the honourable Members of the Cote- ae 
__ tie fhall affemble here—you fhall know. _ «4 
ale Ke yee 


LATITAT, 


Sufpend your rage, Lady Tempeft, and fet 


me open my brief—have you not this day, 


Ml > NG 


moved by the inftigation of the Devil, and not 
having the fear of God before your eyes, wil- 
fully and wittingly, and malicioufly driven all 
my friends out of my houfe. Was it done like 


a Woman of Quality? 


4 
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LADY TEMPEST, 


at 


It was done like a Woman of Spirit: A cha- 


racter, it fhall ever be my tafk to maintain. 


APR, 


Away with your maxims, and dull formal rules 
The fhackles of pleafure, and trammels of fools ; 
For Wifdom and Prudence I care not a ftraw 


Vil aét, as I pleafe, for my Will is my Law. 


LA- 


( 83} 
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q But upon my foul Madam I have one more 
q confideration which fhould efpecially move you 
4 - to bridle your ‘paffion : for it faoils your face. , 
. When- you knocked down Lord Ruft with the 
| Buft of Marcus Aurelius, you looked ‘the very 
picture of the Alecto laft taken out of the Hercu- oi | 


laneum. 


ATR. eT ‘ (a 
_ Paffion worfe than age will plow | : 
Furrows on the frowning brow: | 
-, Rage and paffion will difgrace 
Every beauty of the face : 
Whil’ft good nature will fupply 


Beauties, which can never die. ~ ag 


LADY TEMPEST. 


Mr. Latitat I wont be abufed-——Did I for 


| this condefcend to forget my quality and marry 
G Bee, ‘fuch © 


C 84) es 
fuch a Tautology of Nothing 
abufed. 


I will not be 


~ 


, 
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DISTORT, LATITAT, LADY TEMPEST. 


DISTORT. 


Pray Madam what hes enraged you? May I 


Se Bee TI 


pl SS 


have the honour of knowing. 


LATITAT. 
Mr. Diftort thall be our Referee. "pen gH 
LADY TEMPEST. Paes ste 


That is, if I pleafe Sir, 


ea as) 


LATITAT. 


Pray my Lady let me ftate the cafe, and you 
may afterwards make a reply—you mutt know 


LADY TEMPEST. 


Yes, Sir, you muft know, this morning, Mr. 
Latitat had invited all his antiquated friends 
Lord Ruft, Horatio Trefoil, Col. Tragedus, 
Profefior Vafe and Countefeit the Jew to fit upon 
a brafs half-penny, which being a little worn, 


they have agreed, Nem. Con. to be an Otho. 


LATITAT. 


And it is further neceflary to be known, that, 
while we were all warm in debate upon the pre- 
mifes, my Lady made a forcible entry into the 
parlour, and feizing an antique Buft of Marcus 
Aurelius, of malice propeufe, and afore thought, 


d id 
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did with three blows of the faid Buft, knock |. 
down Anthony Vifcount Ruft, and— ~ 


LADY TEMPEST. 


And drove them all out of the houfe. 


- 


LATITAT. 


And furthermore— 


LADY TEMPEST. 


Silence Mr. Latitat, I infift on the priviledge 
of an Englifh Wife. 


LATITAT. 


And moreover— 


DISTORT. 


Nay Councellor, as am your Referee, Icom. 


mand: 


Cy 
mand filence: Pray what do you lay your da- 


“mages at? Ys f mae 


-LATITAT. 


_ My Lady has in her cabinet a Jupiter Tonans, 
which in fpite of all my endeavours to open her 
eyes, fhe perfifts in calling an Indian Pagod, and 
upon condition of my receiving that, I drop the 


profecution. 


pistort (afide to Lady.) 


Tis a trifle Madam let him have it, it may 
\ 
turn to account, | 


LADY TEMPEST. 


Avery toy: He thall have it inflantly on con- 


dition I have the ufe of my tongue, 


What are all your favourite joys* 


What are our pleafures. 


* So it ftands in the Original, erafed. 
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